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Summary:
A conversation on the couch, weeks after an aquatic burial.

Notes:
i just played all the way through eps 1 and 2 and i'm kind of obsessed. i wanted to get a better feel for the kinds of people these two rotten siblings are so i wrote a little scene, enjoy <3

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
Andy was being cruel today.

Hm. No, that isn’t quite right, you think. Andrew was being unnecessarily cruel. What was a girl to do! You don’t believe you’re a very complicated person. One could summarize you with a simple, easy pair of words.

He’s mine. He’s mine. He’s mine.

What was so hard about that to understand? You weren’t like those fucking despicable opportunist whores he slobbered over, tragically, poetically fallible as he was. You didn’t need his dick in you twenty-four seven, like a plant needs water. Seriously! They always needed more. All you wanted was for him to never turn his eyes away from you, no matter what form it took. Sure, fine. You’d be more than okay with him finally getting over himself and making that vision come true. But if he never let you out of his sight because he was afraid you’d off yourself, that would be fine too. Or if beating you was the only thing that would make him feel anything. That would be everything. See? You weren’t picky — so surely asking for your brother’s wishy-washy ass to check one of the boxes, at least, was the bare fucking minimum!

“You’re being a dick,” you announce, face nestled into his neck, into the soothing musk of his scent, in a way that was completely normal for them, Andrew, stop overthinking, thank you very fucking much.

You can feel him roll his eyes. “What have I done this time,” he states more than asks, unmoved.

Bitch.

“You haven’t complimented me in a day and a half, asshole. Duh?” It really wasn’t much to ask.

Andrew sighs. The breath ghosts through the air around you. Its proximity almost made you shiver, but you are better than that. You weren’t desperate for scraps of affection, for any sign that Andy could be yours. That would be braindead. You were just savoring what was yours by right of blood (of all kinds).

“Really.”

“What do you mean, you asshole? Really? Yes, really! I’m not asking for much.”

Andrew’s hands settle on your lower back, warm and solid and real through the thin cotton of your top. You count the fact that he still touches you among your few blessings, and pretend for a moment that it didn’t send a comfortable, pleasant warmth down below, because you weren’t that easy. You weren’t anything like those floozies! You couldn’t be placated by a mere touch from your dumbass brother! You bunch your hand up in his sweater near his shoulder and grit your teeth.

“Just. I don’t fucking know, ‘Oh, Leyley, I’m so glad I’m stuck in the liminal hell of constant hiding with you,’” you imitated his voice unkindly. “‘Oh, Leyley, you’re so funny. I appreciate that you care so much, and you’ve got such a hot ass—‘“

There we go. Andrew blushes like an overripe goddamn tomato, an expression mixed with something suddenly sharp and hard as flint and guarded. He hisses.

You smile a little.

That would have to do.

“What is your problem.”

You raise an eyebrow. “Really.”

“Yeah, yeah, my diction was infelicitous because you are a giant, throbbing problem writ large, and this is just the latest in the loathsome series—“

“Yes, please, brother,” you say, deadpan, “tell me more about your big, throbbing problem.”

His nails dig into the small of your back. (God, that feels—)

“Shut your—your mouth.” He falls flat.

Hm.

“My what mouth.” You nudge yourself nearer to his thigh. Closer. That was what you wanted. Even closer than he was back when he was still anxious enough about it all—the killing and the demons and the eating—to crawl into your bed and cling so intimately to you that it was like you were Andy and Leyley again, not Andrew and Ashley, murderers and cannibals and transients hung from one last tenuous thread of connection to humanity. That all seemed to terminate with Mom and Dad.

Regretfully you separate yourself from his skin to look him in the eyes, to clamber upon his denim-clad thigh, to feel from but an inch’s distance the muted caress of his breaths on your mouth. He presses his lips together, seemingly irritated.

He ignores you. Rude!! “Ashley. There is absolutely fucking no one in my heart except for you. We killed the last people with anything nice to say about me. There’s nothing there except the stains of your wretched, invasive fingerprints. Is that not enough? That’s how it’s always been.”

You smile again. That was better. “Aww, thank you!” Sidling fully into his lap, you luxuriate in the happy, lazy feeling cheering inside your tar-black soul. It isn’t enough, though. “Tell me I’m cute.” You need to see. Show me. 

The corners of Andrew’s lips turn. It’s far from an unembattled subject.

“Stop. We’re not like that.” The response was like a backhand.

Loud and harsh and heedless, you sigh onto his mouth. “Who fucking cares. I’m not asking you to fuck me, why would that even be relevant.” You want to drink up the disguised hitch in his breath, bite it raw and bloody. God. “Praise me. I’m feeling down.”

He looks at you incredulously. “How could you possibly be feeling down now if the rest of this shit didn’t do it?”

You waved a haughty hand nonchalantly, before resting it on the base of his neck. “Pssh, who cares if we kill and eat some people, stupid. That’s not worth getting worked up about. But if you don’t…” You do not say, don’t stay with me, what would be the point?

His arms draw you in closer. Here you were. Home.

“Ugh, fine, bitch. You’re… you’re cute. Satisfied?”

Ignoring the thrill, ignoring your traitorous cheeks pinking an infinitesimal degree, thank you very much, you huff and say. “Nope,” popping the ‘p’ cheerfully.

“Ashley,” Andrew warns.

You snort. “Relaaaaax. Come on, how cute? Hm?” You wiggle your hips and his muscles stiffened. Heheh.

Your brother remains pointedly silent, turning his gaze back to the television.

Excuse him? No! Look back! Look at me, Andy! Only me!

You grab his cheeks and readjust his face mercifully. You could have been so much worse just then; he should be grateful.

You admit the displeasure may have gotten the best of you. “Cuter than that mousy floozy, huh? Or am I just a common hoe, Andrew, my—” mine mine mine mine mine “—delightful dickbag?”

He was most certainly fixed on you again. Good. That scowl was so adorable, you wish you could pickle it and eat it at your leisure without having to separate it from his skull. So sad—but Andy was so much better like this, so you can’t really complain.

“You really want to play like that?”

… Maybe. Maybe not.

He gets the gist from your face and flashed his teeth. “Fine. You’re an ugly bitch, Graves. Spare me the displeasure of having to say it again.”

How dare he?

“Take that back.” All of it.

He steels his stupid(ly pretty) face and said, “Oh yeah? Give me one reason I should, dumbass.”

Urk.

“U-uh, ‘cause you’re being needlessly mean to your little sister?”

“You’re needlessly mean all the time. Invalid response.”

You sigh, long and drawn-out. Listen. Despite what Andrew might say, you’re not stupid. You know you’re cruel, and mean, and unreasonable, and hurtful, and maaaybe even clingy (not that you care). Not even demons out of hell wanted your soul. You don’t have a good reason for him other than a ‘pretty please’. You doubt that’ll work for Andrew any more than it did for Andy. (And that angry, uncaring obstinacy to his eyes pretty much confirms he’s the former.) You always have to threaten him. So annoying.

This sucks.

You don’t like how he’s changed, learned to stand up for himself (learned to use your tricks). 

“Okay,” you say dully, leaning back into his shoulder.

There was a dumb, stupid, worthless pause.

“… Hey,” he whispers right into your ear. As you’ve officially stopped giving a shit, you don’t bother to mask the shiver that runs out of your jutting spine at the closeness. It isn’t enough, anyway. You wish you could eat him without him having to be killed and prepared. That way, he’d always be with you. He’d never complain or bitch or whine about some crisis or other. God, what did you do to deserve such a negligent asshole for a brother?

(You love him, love him, love him.)

You say nothing. He fiddles with one of your shorts’ belt loops. You want to enjoy it—the proximity, the intimacy—but.

“Ashley,” he says. God, stop doing that. It’s making your spine tingle. You don’t like it.

“Ashley,” he repeats more lowly.

Ugh! “Stupid handsome fucker,” you mutter into the tendons of his neck. This isn’t how it’s supposed to go!

“… What?”

“Don’t worry about it, Andrew. You don’t need to be concerned with what some sad, ugly woman thinks anyway.”

A sigh rattled out of his chest. Then, blissfully, he laid his lips on your temple. The flood of relief makes you go slack in his arms. Fingers poking from a sweater-sleeve play with your hair at the nape of your neck, just below your ponytail. It’s nice. Thankfully, even if he has a deceitful mouth, his body never lies to you. You just wish he would stay.

“You’re cute,” he murmurs. “You’re cute. I—“

Your hands feel jittery. You practically pounce.

“You what?”

“We aren’t talking about this,” he said.

Such a letdown!!! You huff your disapproval.

“Come onnnnn. How cute am I, Andy?” 

A frown turns murderous, eyes cold as stone, compliments forgotten.

“If you say that again…” he warns. The hand in your hair has lowered onto your neck, making your heart beat a little faster.

“Okay, fine, sorry.” You’re not. “Just tell me.” You despise how your voice cracks when you say, “Please.”

Andrew inhales. “God. Fine, okay.”

Knowing what he’s about (even if he’ll never, ever admit it), you press a grateful little kiss to his jaw and devour the resultant hints of blush.

“You’re cute,” he says. “Your devious little smirks and pouts and smiles are cute.” You open your mouth to say, I didn’t realize you thought so much about my mouth, Andrew, but shut it when he gives you a look. You’re happy enough to comply since he’s making you feel warm with love. “So is your hair. It’s… nice and soft.” His thumb passively brushes a dark strand from your face. You already know how much he loves touching it—God, it feels wonderful. That’s one of the reasons you keep it long-ish. “Your eyes, when you say something batshit.” He rolls his eyes. “Surely neither gods nor men would dare think themselves worthy of a gaze of humor or of scorn therefrom.” You softly giggle. God. Andrew’s so… him. The mushy, romantic idiot. You’ve never felt as alive as in this moment, so, of course, “self-destructive little shit” (Mom’s words) as you are, you decide to ruin it.

“What about my ass? I remember requesting that specifically.”

“……I’m not talking about my sister’s ass.” Sure, Andy. Sure.

This time, you can’t resist. “Come onnn, you don’t seem to have a problem with that when I’m standing in front of the goddamn T.V.”

His agitated expression says nothing more than “shut the fuck up, imbecile, that’s clearly different”.

“Why do you do this. I was trying to be nice.“ (He just feels bad for you when you’re acting pitiful.)

You’re not.

You have needs.

You need to see.

“Andrew,” you say. “You know I love you, right?”

He frowned, only half-guarded now. “I know you love Andy.”

… “I love my brother.”

He wisely concedes the point.

You look at him, at his brilliant-green eyes, his dark fluffy hair, his casual glower. You want to hold his face and see neither discomfort nor displeasure. You need to see want and care there. You need to be touched, held, needed. Why is it that no matter how you struggle, no matter how alone you get him, he never needs you? No matter if he thinks, feels it, he never lets you in on the secret.

Whatever. It hardly matters. You just made him tell you you’re cute, anyway. Who knows what he actually thinks. Probably wants to bone some random hussy and abandon you again. What’s the point? But… it was just you two now. He promised. But now he’s so…

You try to turn your gaze away, but catch on his hands.

Gentler than you deserve, he leans in and kisses the tip of your nose.

Finally, finally, he says, “I love my sister, too.”

You practically collapse on him with relief, yet refrain, figuring that since you’re sat right upon his lap it would be pointlessly unwelcome. Andrew’s neurosis about it has only increased of late. Thankfully it doesn’t seem to have completely dried out his heart. The touch of his mouth on your body electrocutes you pleasantly, like a mild hug from a socket.

You rest your hands on his upper thighs, leaning back slightly, tasting the subtly pinking hue of his handsome face. Yes. Just focus on me. Nothing else. Drop the tough act. If this is what gets you to do that, then…

“S-stop that,” Andrew says.

Hm. “Why?” you ask, brow piqued. You imply, What’s even the matter? This is normal. You mean, Why would I ever stop doing this, seeing what it does to you?

You think he bites the inside of his lip. Cute.

“…Never mind.”

Now, you’re nothing like those whores. Nothing at all. You don’t need Andrew’s dick to function, thanks. That would be stupid. It’s just a single part of his body, after all. If you could have his soul, his thoughts, his heart, you wouldn’t care about romance or sex. Just as long as he were yours.

But in a time like this, when you’re not sure some days whether you even recognize your brother, you should be excused for longing after the physical aspects of your connection, for being a teeeensy bit clingy. It didn’t hurt that ever since that dream, you’d been studying so clearly all the ways he looked and touched.

So maybe, among all the options you can foresee, you’d prefer it if the conclusion he desired was “stick his dick in you twenty-four seven”, after all. You’d been half-expecting it all these years. He acted like you were delusional when you raised the point, but he always seemed to forget the times he came home to you with bloody knuckles over “pervs lusting after my sister”. You’d always thought of sex as a tool (at best), but the intonation that’d been attached to “my” made you want to finger yourself stupid, face pressed into his bedsheets.

Everyone with eyes knew that was true. What remained was to ensure he was your Andrew.

But, see…

He’s always been so flighty about things.

You should just…

“Hey, can I ask you something if you promise not to freak out?”

His anxiety is already whirring beneath his eyes. Wow.

“I’m not promising that.”

“Then I guess you’ll never get to hear!” You know this song and dance. You smile.

“That’s fine,” Andrew replies, not caring.

Your mouth fell agape. “No fair! Be a little more adventurous, Aaaaaaaand—rew.”

He eyed you suspiciously.

“Please? For me?”

He looked like he already regretted it. “……Fine. What is it?”

There we were. All is well; he was just being playful about it. Now…

“So, why don’t you want to. Are you really concerned about whether or not it’s wrong?”

His frown immediately becomes a sneer. He pretends to not know what you’re talking about. “Don’t want to what, Ashley.” Ouch. That was a pretty venomous tone he took just then.

Nonetheless you press onward. You’re not unwilling to debase yourself a little to get what you want, anyway.

“To fuck, obviously.”

He takes a deep breath. “On the contrary, I don’t think that’s obvious, shit-for-brains. One doesn’t just wake up one day and go, ‘oh—I want to have sex with my brother’. Something’s obviously gone wrong there.”

You laugh in his face. “Yeah, probably the times we murdered and ate people, Andrew. What’s wrong with another line crossed?”

He doesn’t contest the expansion from “Ashley” to “us”, which inspires a warm, fluttery sense in your belly. How sweet.

“This is different.”

“I don’t see how.”

“We did both of those things to survive.”

“So should I threaten to kill myself until you fuck me, or something?”

He blinked. “You want me to fuck you?” The implication: I didn’t think you cared about sex.

You raise an eyebrow. “Name a better way to keep us close.”

“So you don’t.” His hands retreat from your face. It feels like he just cut off one of your limbs, all brutal-like with the cleaver. Presence replaced with gore and emptiness.

“H-hey, now,” you stutter pointlessly, trying not to think about the heat in your cheeks and elsewhere at the roiling possibility, and grasp one of his hands, bathing in their rough boniness. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, here.”

Amazingly, he laughs. It was an esoteric mixture of derision and affection, repulsing you at how small it made you feel and yet kindling you with the solid certainty of a guarantee. He’s always putting you on edge, these days.

He flashes his teeth sharply and gives a throaty chuckle. “Yeah?”

Ugh. Ugh!!

“Shut upppppppp,” you whine, and remorselessly pinch a sliver of skin peeking from the tears in his jeans. Andrew yelps delightfully. There you go. Now just to ignore the heat between your legs for a little while until it goes away. Good. Easy. Fine.

(He’s always so wishy-washy.)

“Look, there’s no one who would find out, okay? If you won’t, then I will kill anyone who walks in on us, got it?” Yum yum, more food for us.

He’s still in good humor, somehow. “You really think that’s what I’m worried about.”

You roll your eyes. Isn’t it? But fine, you’ll run with this. “Okay then, it should be no problem if I go and find the nearest man-whore and get him to fuck my holes, right? I’ll even kill him after. You’d let me, right?” It doesn’t even need to be said that you would never do such a thing.

He darkens, and suddenly you’re made to squirm in his lap as he closes his grasp on your throat.

“Like hell you are. Don’t even fucking think about it.”

You bite your lip. Emerald fire tracks the motion intently, like a goddamn predator, or something. Nice. All your nerves alight at the intensity and singularity of his focus on you. He’s showing you. Oh, thank God, he’s showing you. “There we go. Don’t lie to me, Andy. Not about this.” 

For the first time in a while, there’s no bite in his reflexive reply, “Don’t call me that.”

You settle one of your hands in his soft, fluffy hair, near the scalp. You’re to be forgiven if you gave it a little tug — it’s so nice to mess up, and moreover, you’re fucking horny. (Not that you would apologize anyway.)

The pressure on your throat doesn’t let up, and you gulp mouthfuls of air trying to compensate, thighs squeezing together atop him. You’re uncomfortably aware of how wet you are. Okay, this is fine. You’ve gotten everything you wanted here. Time to lay the killing blow.

“You’re so hot like this.“ It’s half-admission, half-tease. It’s true, but you don’t necessarily like it.

You do quite like, however, the harsh growl that rumbles deep within Andrew as he presses you into the shitty motel couch cushions by the neck, suddenly astride you. You gasp, and the claiming, bruising touch abates a little. Your heart is beating so fast, haha. Neither of you are paying any attention to it, but the way his hardness is pressing into your stomach is doing odd things to your blood, sloshing around in your veins. God, he wants you so much. Fuck. Fuck. You bite your lip harder to stifle a little moan.

“Why are you doing this,” he spits.

You cough just a little. “B-because you’re showing me. Showing me that you love me, t-that these fucking hooks are sunk too deep in you to ever tear out.” That no random fucking slut could push his buttons like you do.

He just sighs. “Do you honestly think this will be enough for you.”

You glare defiantly, as if to say, What else is there, Andy? But instead of speaking, you slip your hands up his sweater, enjoying the blazing heat of his back draining into the late-autumn chill of the shittily insulated room on your skin.

“I love you,” you declare. “Show me that you do too, cunt. I need this, okay?”

Soft as a pillow’s feather, his sigh. “Okay. But it’s your idea.”

You want to say, Oh yeah? So I’m the one that made you pin me down, made you want to act on your urges for once, like some sort of witch? I’m the one that made you want to thrust your cock into my holes like one of your cheap whores? It’s my responsibility, even with this?

But the confusing mixture of angry darkness and melty affection makes you pause. Instead, you reply, “It’s our idea, Andrew. And you can’t go back on this. Right, brother?” 

You don’t miss the flutter of his lashes, the twitch of his hips, at that final word. A scorching line carves itself into your flesh as his length grinds against you. Without thinking you shift and grind your hips right back, feeling him against you. Staring each other right in the eyes, you lose your focus as a pitiful little moan trails out of your mouth, matched by Andrew’s own. Oh God, oh fuck, that was so hot. He liked that so much. You laugh, untethered and mirthful and utterly wicked. “Riiiiight~? My dear Andreeeeeew?” Mine, mine, mine, all fucking mine.

“Okay, I won’t. It’s our idea—my dear, resplendent, cruel little whore.”

You gasp. How dare he? … How dare your body like it? You’re nothing like them. Nothing! Bitch…

To maintain your grasp on things, scratching your nails in all their chipped-polish glory down his lanky back, you mouth at your brother’s lips. (You’ve never kissed anyone before, okay? You haven’t cared about your virginity until now, when the lack of practice is here to bite you. Fuck that noise, you’ll only Andy do that. Ha!) He kisses back fervidly, like a starving man—the two of you’d know—like touching you is the purpose he was born for, like his whole being tends toward it, toward you…

And it was.

At the hot groan into your mouth, the “L-Leyley…”, the hand in your hair, at Andrew, Andrew, Andrew against you, close as you have ever experienced, again bucking your hips, you feel satisfied.